PASSAGES  FROM  ARABIA DESERTA
this part, they lie behind yonder great dune towards the Wady
(er-Rummah).5
Hamedi 'And whilst we were in the way, if at any time I have
displeased thee, forgive it me; and say hast thou found me a good
rafik? Khalil, thou seest Boreyda! and to-day I am to leave thee
in this place. And when thou art in any of their villages, say not,
"I (am) a Nasrany," for then they will utterly hate thee; but
pray as they, so long as thou shalt sojourn in the country, and in
nothing let it be seen that thou art not of the Moslemin: do thus,
that they may bear thee also goodwill, and further thee. Look
not to find these townlings mild-hearted like the Beduw! but
conform thyself to them; or they will not suffer thee to abide long
time among them. I do counsel thee for the best-1 may not
compel thee! say thou art a mudowwy, and tell them what remedies
thou hast, and for which diseases: this also must be thine art to
live by. Thou hast suffered for this name of Nasrany, and what
has that profited thee? only say now, if thou canst, "I (am a)
Musslim."'
We met with some persons of the town, without their walls,
taking the evening air; and as we went by, they questioned my
Beduwy rafik: among them I noted a sinister Galla swordsman
of the Emir. Hamed answered, 'We were going to the Emir's
hostel/ They said, 6It is far, and the sun is now set; were it not
better for you to alight at such an house? that stands a little within
the gate, and lodge there this night; and you may go to the Emir
in the morning.' We rode from them and passed the town gate:
their day wall [vulg. ajfiddt] is new, and not two feet thick. We
found no man in the glooming streets; the people were gone
home to sup, and the shops in the siik were shut for the night:
their town houses of (sandy) clay are low-built and crumbling.
The camel paced under us with shuffling steps in the silent and
forsaken ways: we went by the unpaved public place, mylis;
which I saw worn hollow by the townspeople's feet! and there is
the great clay mesjid and high-built minaret. H&med drew
bridle at the yard of the Emir's hostel, MunSkh es-Sheukh.
The porter bore back the rude gates; and we rode in and dis-
mounted. The journey from er-Rauth had been nearly twenty-
five voiles. It was not long, before a kitchen lad bade us, 'rise and
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